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merely went on repeating: "Don't you think we might put a
spoke in fortune's wheel?"

She replied with a good grace, though rather brusquely, that
he had her address.

"I scarcely ever go to Bordeaux these days: but perhaps
you . . ."

It had been so kind of him to take all this trouble.

"If the staircase light goes out, you'll find the switch
there."

He made no movement, but stayed obstinately where he was.
Did she never, he asked, feel any ill effects from her fall?

Raymond emerged from the shadows: "What fall was
that?"

She made a gesture with her head expressive of utter ex-
haustion.

"What would really give me pleasure, doctor, would be to
think that we could write to one another. I'm not the letter-
writer I used to be ... but for you . . ,"

He replied: "Letters are worse than useless. What's the point
of writing if we are never to see one another?"

"But that's precisely the reason."

"No, no. Do you think that if people knew they were never
going to see one another again they would want to prolong
their friendship artificially by corresponding, especially if one of
the two realized that letter-writing imposed a dreary duty on
the other? . . . One becomes a coward, Maria, as one grows
older. One has had one's life and one dreads fresh disappoint-
ments."

He had never put his feelings so clearly into words. Surely
she would understand now!

Her attention had strayed because Larousselle was calling for
her, because it was five o'clock, because she wanted to get rid
of the Courreges.

"Well, J shall write to you, doctor, and you shall have the
dreary duty of replying."